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from the white road of the
elim®d Roan mountain to the
tie atone lodge be h2d visited
for five Tear

Soms day ther, too, would be
cigillusiozed adout 1fe, ax Be
been, thought Dave But none of
0wy glosmy thoughts were reflected
tha sosne adout him.  The mellow
grancs of lats sutumm was In the
and bers and there a pateh ot
the result of an early frest
asainst the green of the trees.
Teft, in the valley, an acre of
mmmammuh;

of grain ready for ths barvest. .
whistie of a bobwhits, calilng
and clsar, sounded frem &
cornfield, whers pumplking lay
tn the sumlight A trompet
spilled its scariet bloom rictously
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aguinst hiy will

pheked up on his travels all

i

thelr hopeymoon

i!i

g!

plamoed 1o sell the
Ehumamunrl
beginming to sell thort sto-
the magezines, He ha€ met
& Mtvie stu@io tea 3nd Bad comme
her well enongh to sall her his
Hitle house of dreams, ths dreams
that had mever come true for him.
£ was mnmmm t
obk 1t over.

S’!‘

W‘hnbwcmhﬂtlﬂt
ha Jovked up and saw the

caretoker was ready for bm.

bad interpossd andirons thet hed beep his mother's  Sud@mnly a ltfle puilse tn bis thoet
him am@ mar- Amnnhnucrwmmﬁpn;mwmmmm ahumuedthnullmhlunu mating note, and the answer eame sofc

s

:ni; “is pine points of the lew. Motherahd mumwummm-
ke T have mowefl in. Truthfully, we'ard be born In the mboa of Bxiling bios
mjm Five years be- a IMtle white flower opesnlng out of mm;t%mﬂuwpummuwmummma
he had bullt the little white lodge a green calyx. Smeke curled laslly mountain, but 1 oouid not Tesist run- lite, .
fursished it out of Mis‘stors of from the chimmer. Evifently the ol8 ming Gown bereand petiing Gings all  “Are you mbmmm
[ bomslike for you. Liks {12” she wsk- that I came? It will be sush o dis- dreams, the
the world. They hod planned ¢ As he stepped on the rustic porch o8, smfling ¥t Mis expression. mppolntment net. to stay hers—"  fably come

bad ‘ever
She had

than
heart.
pty 1ty
windows to the sunsline of
_with nmnn Touy

dreams that must inev-
true, I Jove youn” he

be
e

there—De and he saw a merry little fire of Bleck  “So much ¢het T cun’t think of sell- hmmhhmmmﬁmm
Maynard. But Tete, in the Juck Jogs crackling on the ol Tress ing the plave mow

“Do you 'think that yon can write dear™

bere?”

“lﬁlm o tndse Nitls

_putside the door. Within guy plliows cpce. He wantefl top take her i his him mummu” andl sweet from s cobtented heart

ve gave a festive eir to his worp ald arms and kiss her where Lar shining ple aever
Jeather couch and Be saw @ whelele Matk buir waved back from Der Migh “Writers nsves

" abe told him.
. 1het they cant

mmtﬁm 4 white foréhead. Ha daf slvways St write suyfiing fhey wttangpt © wo-

Httle blue flame burned under the kot~
tle. He stood in the dodrway, a

een Sooled by one woman had

wmmmmmm

. Now he was Ch!nmtusetthtthehadplnkdup !hntahemhimmvmuy.lmt dure. mdlsm-ﬁ,htll. One never
up ¢ fow of Mis h{hlhn'-an.lmqﬂl ;wﬂl realis | the. fire S04

> Wont you huve senre ten,”
ehe uied huplﬁhb'. "In your own
bouset”

amared, wondering 3 his eyes did not Edmes Boynion egsivat the Dback- &WM“Mhﬁb

deceive him. Many times he had pit-
torad the lttle house Do thef, warm
adfd intimate and ooy, | -

“Posseseion,” sald Edmec Boymten,
dressed in 2 dull blus smock that balf
B!, hail tevesled the c‘hrm of her
young body us she came to meet him,

groond of his Jitfle house of dreams
at ‘had fwered Into a real home un-
. Ger'the mugic touch of her @t Anwers
mede bim Teslize that he bad fallen
in love agmin, M bappy =
love with the little story writsr. He
ba@ believed et somEnee  hall Sed

tering little hands tn iis pwn. "M yoa
will promise to be pariners and own
hall The house nd—anf-all of me?™
ko answered. ~Me drew=her imb bis
wTms, and ut the touch of her yielding

voung body all the o0ld doubt and mis- in
kivings disippearsd e ‘magic and &

.There were steps on the porch and
ﬁmthadmrmu-vh!unm

old, a trifle blase, and ber cunplexioy
‘“as made up too much for beauty. He

bouse aod had bean mmmmmhe:. Hsy

found himssif critically comparing her
to the sintere naturaily beaotitul -
tle creature who beid his heart How
could be cver bave loved Carolyn! “-

The fair visitor did not tarry long

Sbe realized, adi oo well that a wom- "
udthimunmnee-nmym.::

pete with youth, at twenty,

"“The eternal triangle!™ mlﬂmd
Edmes, when they were alone. *I b
‘Iﬁ‘l&'thllwiilﬂﬂlclovem

Dave thought could not be real. Car- now—about you," she told him.
“And how will you end It NHttie =

oiyn Maynard. in the pale gray of wid-

“wi» smiling et bim. He wemd

‘tq mest her, biz wrm sui
eround the Mttle story writer. * Bven
a8 be greeted  her, This woman who
bad omce thrille® bim, bhe womdered
how ber ceming would uffect him, but
hls pulse, save when he looked at the
wondering Efmes, was Just ak steady
ax uwsuRl. e might hive buen greet-
ohlnmnequ;nhnce. He was

swestheart™ ha whispered, hs lps en
her eyee and her modth.

I LT
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“The hero'end the lady who took *

bis house right away from him—*

“Were married In the moon of fall-

1og blossoms.” be supplemented,
“And lved happily ever after,”

alarm she ran to the wagonette. “Tha
kettie” she said dramatically, “bas

_ thu Carolyn lobked rather bofled dry.”,
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Resurrecting Happiness e By Phil Moore
Wiss Jessup, breathless they sar.” Still Barriet could not be- Hall could have ﬁulh:t. Thomas fis. I‘vé.bmtrylngtn;et.&llie.nlt I“mlndi;r' ﬁﬁﬁ’ﬂhhﬂb-uumuﬂhm” take potice of him. “Harriet Aldn't do
with baste, rushed fn tatell lleve it. But shke had to whes she Brovke for the Miting of ‘= finger. Tt

Ber the bad it Bestl over
the telophone that Jessagry Wedt was
@ezd. Harriet Hall was guistly ‘dm.-
ing some china.

“Dead!” Harriet eriefl. - Sbe sat,
sripping bar bands together, staring st
Mis= Jessup, her face as white as bar
itle ruffied apron.

Through Ber mind rased s picture
of lovely Jessamy West, rosy, full-bos-
emed, laughing Ten days before they
had been partners at & gume of dridge.
“Dead!” she tepestad fatetly. “Ob,
Wizs Jossup, it can't be treel® s

“1 guess 1t i, 23] right,” Miss Jeasup
s2id, grimly. “The doctor told her
whes the children came Sows With
dipbtheria apd they gquarantined the
house that she balter stay away from
them. The dissess al'ways goes hard
with full throated folks. But she
laughed ot him, And new sie's dead
a4 paor Norman is almost craxy. The
children, however, are getting beiter,

Brooke, vector of fashlonzhle Clrﬂlt
Church, who ge=ed at her from the
otfer side of the street. Tt was kmown
to every body im Cantonm that Harriet

m_‘_mmhmmlhdﬂ not bave

him.  That was Harriet’s scoret snd
she kept it as religiously as she kept

, Bumday. Pven Miss Fessup, who knew

everything, did not kpow that, -
Harriet joved Normap West. Tt had
begun iu thelr schoo] days. She pever
bad any resson for Ioving bim, but she
did, so strangely. and perversely. are
women made. Three different men she
Tefosed because 'of BHA, and now she
was about to refuse asother. She
never expected.tn marry Norman, but

she could mot marry  anybody else.

And sba was all of thirty years old.
The strapge, =nd occarrénts kept
Canton telking for & long time. Mizs

-mm;mmwnrmu

it to Harriet. “The bestithipg Nerman
can do is tn?g# married again ‘quick
as ever he tap  Of courss;'1 know
he's poor aod in debt. but seemg like
some woiban m to fake pity on
bhn, Kz'l,ga. F!e m. Normen West

——

to go after him, but she says she was
not cutout (o be o second wile, [
dunno. I hopewhen be doss marry
he won't get some little snippy young

. piece thet’ll misuse the children. They

are darlings, both of ‘em.”

“Yes, they are” Harriet Teplied
*“Margaret is just like ber father and
Franeis is the image of Jessamy.” She
changed the suhject, but—it did not
leave her mind.

And so months went by. Mrs, Bar-
ry stayed on and Miss Jessup saig that
the house was becoming a pigpen, But
what better euuld Norman do? ..

Spring came, and summer, and then
fall again. Jessamy had beep fdead 3
year, Norman looked like despafr {-
<rl¥ god the children began to show
their peglect, The misfortunes of the
FWests were on every tonguas.

One day at sunset Harrlet pleked
Noyman up *in the car as he wes re-
turning from work. He looked shab-
by, thin, pitecus.

you, Harrfetl™ Yo weld wisttully.

“Nonsepsel™” ‘Herriet rvotorted. She
looked fresh and brlllismt in her
brown, fur-irimmed coat am@ velvet
hat. It was snappy weather and her
cheeks glowsd. Narman West dare
not look at Rer-and she kmew (L
Trere was sitisfadtion la e knowl-
elge. "Nortimn,” she sait, laughing-
1y, “what would you think of & woman
who proposed to a man?

“I would think he was a pretty poor
stick of & man who'l put ber In the
corner whera sbed have to do it. He
wouldd't b werth proposing to, Har-
riet, now, would he? -

Harrlet )ﬂhﬂ apain. “Ob, I don't
know.. That depends. Maybe he was
timid or-sofeibing, and maybe she
saw her bappiness going and . felt
bound to save 1 i} she conld”

“1 woulédn't ¥t 3 woman propose to
me, Harriei,” Norman sighed.

“Wouldn't you? retorted Harriet
“Then please propode to mé gquick and

*Harriet!™ he cried. “You woullnt
—Fou couldn't—Ob, Ha'rel, you'd not
stoop to marry me!™

It wouldn't be stooping to marry
you, Norman,” she answered quietly.

So they were engaged. And two
waoeks later they went to the Methodist
parsonage an# wefe married.  Har-
riet’s friends would bave made her a
wedding, dut she declined. As for the
Rev. Thomas Broeke, the day he heard
she was going to marry Normen West
bhe demanded & vacation on account
of his health and went away-and rtay-
ed until it was all over,

Harriet took the Wests to ber own
homa, where her 'Iwuse!lnewr's cobk-
ing soon resibred “ the roscs W the
peglestéd children’s - ebecks. Im mo
time also peopls bogun o lobk at Nor-
man West with amarement. Mg seemn-
ed o have wndergobe a meptal and
spiritual change. He mever hadl been
accounted a business success, but sud-
denly he was making bis townsmen

so badly, after all,” they said

Harriet had done far from badly.
She made Norman the man has always
shouid have been. He grew stoul.
roey, Hzht hearted. He pald off his
debts without help from her, and be-
came such a‘prodizious money makes
that Yolks gaspad =t his sutcess,

*1 wonder If you're eas happhy w8
you've made me, Harriet,” he said to
her one day.

Harriot smiled. "You do act happy,
Normmzn, T'm 8sttered, 1 must be a
success as a second wife. Not many
women are.”

He teok hor in bis arma. “Dear, if
you badn't been so rich youw'd hawe
been my Orst wife. [ wanted you all
the time; but I dide’t dare ask you ™

“0a!" commented Harrietr Elhe
rubbed her cheek against hias and
laughed a little, “Do you knew, honey,
I knew that zl] the time,” sbe =ald
softly.

El

VERYONE (a m:w
hmmdﬂnp
bee, who were friends as well

a8 cousins, besides balag extyemely
young wives, and whes old Miss Ap-
pleby, their coat, died and lell eachk
of them $7,000, everybody tn town: falt
& thrill of interest. '

They had oaly bees marrisd & yeer,

in seighboring dwallings oa Pisk
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-'.One. Wo'-'n'ian and Another
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By Abner

Anthony

L]

Mﬂ-ﬂn-
gt rid of the
sew one. The
pactedly o the two girls, sent them
into a great furry of escitement.
"1 don't have to think for one mo-
ment what T shell do with my money,”
MUey ssid. "I shall have 2 new house.”
“Wekat will you &o with the old

3

just nlesly got to housdkesp- sae?™ Olive zgied.

“Tear it down. It ispt worth much.
But the lot is jovely. Apd I know ex-
actly the kind of houss 1 want—Ilike
Stewart Qlbson’s over there”

“But that's such u big bouse just

for two pecplel” Olive exclaimed.

with ruur muue:r"'

e d.dn‘fknow mt!ahndn'nh
it, May. 'm zning to talk it over with
Jim. - T'vé just got & faint iden—"

But May wss staring out of the win-
dow &t the Gibson house across tha
strest. [ "I don't really like the shape
af that balcony,” she =2id. "“Do you,

- Oileert

replie Olive , *F don't. It
mueh ke a swallow’s nest!™
scresmed, “What sn fdea! A
® nest!™ She was hilariously

.J.‘“

_ " Mey's departute Olive went
‘over the house from top to bottom.

I eouldn’t bave it torn down for the
sake of bullding a2 new house upon its
site—" Sbe caught her breath as 2o
icspiration came. Down she sat upen
the stairs, and there she was when Jim
came whistling in through the front
door to supper.

"Well," he said, “T just walked up
with Will. He says May iz going to
build & mew houss with her mouey.”

*is be gled?"

“Ob, sure! Will likes to make &
show. He says If there’s anything
left after the house they're golng to
get a runabout. Now 1 should begin

each? Jim, May's bebn pver and we've
been taiking. €he’s wild about having
2 newhouse.  But I ke this o}d house
better thap any we could bulld"

Jim's dark, samest face 1it up. “That
pleayes me,” he wadd. “You kpow I'm
fond of this house, Olive, T can't help
bLelng. T'd hate to give It up—"

“We aren't going w,” Ollve inter-
ropted, “Now lUsten to me”

“And you'rs gOiAE to stay In this old
house!™ May satd a few days later.
She apd Will were boarding while
thelr new bouse was in course of con-

“But how ™"

“Just walt and sea™

Presently not only May, hut all West-
more, saw. Paint, paper, a changed
partition or two, a bathroom, a2 fire.
place and a porch transformed the old
house.  Besides all this, there were
new rupgs, casy chkairs, a talking ma-
chine, n¢w curtains, books, and 3 bun-
dred other beautiful and comforting
new things. A little work turned the
darn iato a garage and one morningn
new fve-passgenger car took up its sta-
tion there, “for.” s2id Olive. "1 shas™t
be selfish!”™ There was still a goodiy

ed uncasily. ¥ guess Wiil and I shak
have to ride In your car this summer.

Olive, if we go aboul at sll. Everp
crnt bas gone into the house There'®
aothing lelt for a runnbout.

“It's a lovely bouse,” Qlive sald,

“Sa Is yours."

“It's comfy. it's bome™

May sighod

“Doa't you tell Will or Jim, elther

of them—don't you t¢l! anrboedy, Olive
—but do you know sometimes 1 wish
1'd doge a5 you &4

*0Oh, pshaw!”™ laughed Olive coascle
irgly.

. with the rumabout—" ¥e stoppad—"If struction. “Just walt till you ste my ralny day szum left to draw Interest But after May had gone beck o the
Olive bad Just the mecessary house- 7 like big Bousez. 1 sball bave it been Jim's boyhood home and It was my momey,” he ended eofbir- new domicil, Olive. Youll wish for and yleld an income. bandsome house across the strest,
keeping things, but fhey were comfer- o Jitte nicer than Gibson's some weys. she loved it for his sake a3 well as for rassedly. . -one yourself. then.” Across the sireet May's mow house Olive sst by the fire thisking. As she
table. May, too, Hved in an eld houss, T've got the ideas’ #ll'in my bead— ber own. In It the bad bad the hap- Olive had her hands on his shoul-  Ollve shook-her hoad. “No, Jim and came to maturity. It was very fige. thought her glance moved about the
ome which Will bad bought cheap et abeut the fireplace and the butler's plest year of her life. Her band ca- @srs. "It is yours just &s much as if I are content wib this house.” but May began to look wertied. simple, rracoful, cozy living room, at
& time when real estats was down. ‘A5 pastry and the w Bbe broke regsed'the railfng of the narrow stair- It were lefl to you outright, dear,” she “But aren't you solag to spebd your “It's poing W take a lot of fwrnl- the hooks and music aad grod pictures
May sald lzughingly, they m eon- off, lpughtag. “But thers, I've not way. said. “Aren't we partners in the joys money?” , turp,” she sa'd. “Well, some of the that kad come out of hor legaey, =he
sifered themseives squatters, Woiting ssked yet what you are golng to do  “Dear old house! che murmured. and sorrows and good fortunes of  “Most of ft.* rooms will have to wait.” 8he laugh. drew s Caep breath of contemimant.
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| By Joella
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w to umags & fortune—ne
the of the words+and am-
sald he could do it,

i

sons along smoothly if thess two pat these thoughts awsy from her as

people had only listened to the
commsels of ambition, but just
that time enotber yoice began.
to whisper to them sbout a ragdiant
futygre whers neither fame por wealth

‘Why, sometimes the ladder of fame
seemad 5 her desparately high and
hard to climb, and often she wonder-
dltmlduammlduu!!d

they are of sescondary w-r 01 cotlne mudu imduuamm But in the end she always

unworthy the loftier sims of ambitton.

Then ons day John beard of a place
in the far Wﬂ'lmn!den oppor-
tunities awaited young men of pur-
pose and character, and be decided to

in the least. At such times pd.

It was when he was bidding Allison

g #0od-by that the vine-coversd cottage

dream came to him agelu, and, act-
ing on a zudden fmpuise, the next mo-
ment he was teliing der all sbout it
Would she be willing to start }ife with
him in soch a bymble home? Weould

sbe walt for BMm? Thep suddenly be

stopped, abashed at what ke bad done.

With flushed cheeks the gitl told
him of her caresr, and the ladder of

farze she must climb, No, she esuldn't
promise. They ocould be friends,

though—good friends—but pothing

{o amass a fortune, and some day, aft-
er she had won famae, he would lay his
wealth @t her feet, ¥es, he would
mtuﬁ!hmwunsm
sion instead of 3 vine-covered cottage.
In the days that followed  letters
passed beiwssn the two octasionally,
but it wax five yesrs before they met
tgain, in sn Esstern city. FHere they
spent several happy days in sach oth-
or'“:'“m -and  thely Mnnlhla
byt
'zmw%{:u
fortune was not yet made.
Again She . yaars & - quick
sway snd at lest 1t seemed as if Joba's
dream of wealth was 16 be realized.

After this message hé

to bis business with refewed energy.
more. Sbs was right, of course, John Mansions, gray. eyes apd a wyoederful
reasontd. Mhomu—muh sumile vmh—-‘ ing mingled ia his foriuns—Ior Mr.

day dreams when—ihe crash came!
Unexpested business reverses had
swept sway nearly balf of hls for-
tune,

John aged perceptibly iy thoss days.
Feeling the need Of & change, and de-
sirous of seslog his 1ovéd dncs, he
took a trip la his old Bome. Alllsen
often visited bis people,; and hers they
met agaln. 'Twas plaln to see. thet
they were happiest when in each oik-
cr's compaay, and why they were only

®good friends,” was 3 puzzle hard to

u solve. No one kngw of the ]Jadder of

fame, dnd Jllul‘
lay 2t her tul. ;

1t I'u m Int u:m of Alllsen’s
, ¥igit. tlll.il mmm‘m quastion
she Bad asked, ! tlessly teld
" of his-logs. dhn before be re-
alized it. he wumﬂnmonrom
the story of bis struggle. to amuss &
When he bad fin-

dram ‘of ‘weelth to

ished, he buricd his face in hls hands
—ashamed of bis weakness.

But Ailllson was speaking., “I'm 00
giad you've told wme | feared you
wotldn't” be heard ber siying. in &
voice that thrilled him,

Then his hands were drawn gontly
awiy I[rom his [ice, and he Jooked
straight into a pair of tender gray
eyes,

“Oh. John.," she erfcd, =k v=
never guess:-d that 1t 1s lon
elimbing the loddir of
Have jyou never
Reari-dreaking work &
tine—alonad"

yos

ral

Bha hesitatsd o mom of
voice in whick sods asd &
ed to mingle, exclaimed:

"“Can't you sce? Will you o
derstand? Gl blind boy. I dual wana
weslil or fame; | want that vingeor
wrcd cotinge—zud jow®

she
prophesiel. Then in true housewifsly |
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